leo Mifcellaneous P 0 


B M S. 


ii. 


»Thei![ 0rthemfeIveS the ^P^are 
c <Ji h ° ne y> a "d the fleecy C L P “ 

„ xt No J- fo f (f >emfelves are lho rn • ’ 

“ N°r f° r , em 't £S the War 6lers build 
Not for themfelves the lands are till’d 
By them that tread the corn.” ’ 

1IF. 

The Lord Hied on the holy rood 
ills infinitely gen’rous blood. 

Not for himfelf, but all ; 

Yea, e’en for them that pierc’d his fide, 
in patient agony he died. 

To remedy the fall. 

IV. 

o highly rais’d above the ranks 

could e’en give thanks, 
Self-fia'is’d and felf- renew’d—- 
Then who can praife, and love, and fear 
Enough ? — fince he himfelf, ’tis clear, 

Is alfo Gratitude. 

* Virgil, 


Mifcellaneous Poems. id 
o, GRATITUDE. 

I. 

Upon the firft creation 
} Clap’d my wings with loud applauie, 

j cherub of the highelt Ration, 

1 - blefling, without pauie. 


Fraifing, 


II. 


Iinto’s bloomy bowers 
Was the heav’nly gard’ner s pride ; 

Sweet of fvveets, and flow’r of flowers, 
With the fcented tinctures dy’d. 

III. 

Hear, ye little children, hear me, 
lam God’s delightful voice ; 

They who fweetly (till revere me, 

Still {hall make the wifeft choice. 

IV. 

Hear me not like Adam trembling,' 

When I walk’d in Edens grove ; 

And the hoft of heav’n afiembiing, 

From the fpcft the traitor drove. 


